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One 


Author's Notes: 

RP James and Lars-they lead an incredibly active life what with remodeling Lars\ house, taking vacations, 
James\' de facto presidency of a motorcycle gang and both targeted by evil fans and once-trusted employees. 
They\'ve gotten hitched and Lars\' long-lost teenage daughter has come to live with them. Emails and 
voicemails cross their paths on a daily basis, some are only one sentence while others fill pages. Detailed 


information on friends and family is exchanged. 


RP takes a crazy kind of dedication and fortunately | have a wonderful friend to delve into this world with. 
Bringing new voices to life and redefining familiar ones, Ev and | have created a bodacious reality for our 
muses to romp in. The Hetfield-Ulrich household is a great place to visit and you know, | don\'t think either of 
us would mind living there. 


From time to time, personal information leaks out from the music world and finds its way to the general public - 
this is one of these times. It is the transcript taken from a voicemail sent by James Hetfield, lead singer and 
rhythm guitarist of Metallica, to Lars Ulrich, drummer and self-appointed spokesperson of the same heavy-metal 


band. This author has heard the tape and the voice has been verified to be that of Mr. Hetfield The woman in 
question - Maisie - is Mr. Ulrichs housekeeper of long-standing 


The following conversation leads itself to some interesting (dare it be said, titillating) inferences and gives rise to 
numerous questions such as Mr. Hetfield and Mr. Ulrich - gay? Do they share a secret love nest? How long has 
this being going on? Do Kirk Hammett and Rob Tryjillo, the other two members of Metallica, know of this activity 
and do they share this sexual behavior as well? 


If these conjectures prove to be true, the shockwaves throughout the rock and roll community will reverberate 


for a very long time. 
Numerous requests to interview any or all of the parties have been politely but firmly refused 


SIATIE 


Please. A favor. Next time you're gonna send someone over and haven't informed me of it beforehand - TAPE 


A FUCKING NOTE TO MY FOREHEAD OR SOMETHING. 


Maisie and | - shit - we've both had at least |0 years taken off our respective lives. Ten years you and | wil 


not be able to share! Its your fault, ya know. 


You know how | feel about her. She means the world to you. She's a wonderful cook, baker, her loyalties to you 
are steadfast and never mind that she thinks that the sun rises and sets on your sweet ass. She's a damn 


fine woman, Lars. 
However. 


| was fucking sleeping. Heavily. If | didn't know any better | would say | had been drugged. Yeah, the Lars Drug 
O'lncredible, Mind-blowing, No-Brains-Left-At-All Sexual Pleasure. 


| was bare-assed.. but | bet you at least remember that! | was on top of the blankets. / had no fucking clothes 


on. 


So | was woken up by a slow turn of the doorknob. Do | ask who it is? Of course not! I'm not expecting a soul. | 
know you won't be back for hours. Therefore, this can only mean one thing - intruder. Does it register on my 
fucking pea brain that we have security? Of course not. Why should it? So | jumped off the bed to crouch 
behind the door. A surprise attack is the best fucking defense. Fucker thinks he's gonna get the better of me? 


HA! | AM JAMES HETFIELD - DEFENDER OF HIS TERRITORY, ALPHA MALE TO THE MAX. 


Keeping that in mind, don't hate me when | tell you that | didn’t look to see who was entering our room. My 
only thought was to fucking protect what is mine.. what is ours. 


The door opens. A foot appears. | see a hand carrying a giant-sized mug of steaming hot coffee, which, of 

course, does not fucking register on my pea-sized brain. Howling my patented war cry | jump around the door, 
grab onto the hand, hook my foot around a sensibly clad foot (again, not registering) pull them in as my other 
arm snakes around the stranger's neck. | force them to the floor and scream a few murderous choice phrases 


such as “Who the fuck do you think you are?" and "lm fucking gonna kill you." 


Remind me the next time | get into a fight to call Maisie; she's a good one to have around. The woman did not 
panic. Oh fuck no. She knows the number one rule of street fighting - use what's available for weapons. And 


trust me, she did. 


Shrieking something in that undecipherable Gaelic of hers, she tossed that steaming coffee right at me..and it 
splattered all over my fucking dick. 


Yeah, that stopped me all right. Took me down; crying like a baby. 
And then the realization of what we both did hit us. 


We're both upset, never mind fucking embarrassed as shit. | musta apologized a million times. So did she, but 
only after she gave me a stern lecture on my behavior. "Jamie, it takes only a second to inquire who is at the 
door. | suggest you try it.” A lecture, | might add, that | had to listen to while curled up on the floor, with my 
cock on fire (and not in a good way), trying to keep from cursing like a fucking trucker by biting my lips, I'm 
trying desperately not to touch myself and | am still muthafucking naked 


And get fucking this; all the while I'm writhing on the floor, she's checking out my body! Lars, for fuck's sake 
its Maisie! | got bite marks and bruises and who the fuck knows what else you marked me up with last night. 


Finally, finally, my pitiful whimpering shut her up. She turned bright red, her mouth formed a perfect 0 and 


she says, "Saints above, you poor man!" and dashed out of the room. 


| think | fainted from sheer relief and pain. When my eyes opened | saw her feet, her fucking sensible shoes, 
and so | looked up and there she is, holding a huge bowl. 


"Ice," she informed me as she set it down and ran from the room as if the hounds from hell were on her 


heels. 


So here | am now, a coupla hours later. Wearing only a rather long t-shirt cause, frankly, my dick's not a 
happy boy. | don't think he's permanently damaged but l'm gonna take another ice cold bath to soak him again 
Not only does it keep him numb, its so cold I've had major shrinkage - less surface area to tend. For once in 
my life I'm fucking glad this shit happens. It had better not fucking ever happen again. 


So... please.. a fucking note next time.. or call me.. or something. 


| gotta buy that woman a present. 


And | hope you realize that | am out of sexual commission for a few days. Stop your fucking laughing, Lars... | 


know you are. It's your fucking fault and it fucking hurts! 


maaana anaana an 


There the message ends. So, dear reader, what is your opinion of this inflammatory voicemail? Is Metallica playing 
for the other team? If so, who pitches and who catches? Just how far does the rainbow flag over this seemingly 
ultra-macho, guitar-shredding band fly? Be assured that this reporter will get to the bottom of the story using 


any method possible, even using the back door if necessary. 


